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Coming  through  Sorrento  we  passed  the  villa  of  the  late  Marlon 
Crawford.  There  is  a  street  named  "Corso  Marlon  Crawford  How  he  did 

revel  in  this  Italian  life  and  how  much  his  sister,  Mrs.  William  Astor  Chanler, 
enjoyed  being  with  him  here. 

Coming  over  the  mountain  today  we  saw  a  gate  on  which  was  written 
"Villa  Brooklyn  NY". 

How  frightfully  out  of  keeping  it  did  look.  Then,  oh  joyful  moment, 
we  were  driven  in  here,  into  the  grounds  of  this  beautiful  hotel.  It  is  a  fairy 
spot  -  "Tramontano"  is  its  name,  and  it  is  right  on  the  Bay  of  Naples  -  our 
balcony  overhangs  the  sea.  My  head  is  in  a  whirl.  I  am  cozy  with  it  all.  I 
don't  know  what  to  say,  what  to  think.  It  all  surpasses  even  my  wildest  dreams 
and  my  only  worry  is  that  I  shall  waken  and  find  it  all  a  dream  after  all. 

After  a  perfect  dinner  we  gathered  in  the  court  and  there  in  native  costumes 
a  Tarantella  was  danced  by  some  festive  Italians.  Oh  it  was  great. 

They  sang  and  played  and  I  forgot  all  Italy's  Americanized  ways  and  means 
and  there  under  real  Italian  skies  I  allowed  myself  to  heartily  enjoy  and  feel.  That 
we  had  just  happened  to  peep  in  upon  them  at  their  joy,  .  .  . 


On  the  drive  we  saw  Father  Rohen  and  party  -  also  the  Dr.  Munson  party. 
When  we  arrived  at  the  Cappuchin  who  appeared  but  the  "Bradley  Bros"  and  later 
on  Dr.  Carevero's  Bartlett  party.  The  "Bradley  Bros"  have  pursued  us  to  this  spot 
where  we  find  Miss  Patlind's  party  -  consisting  of  "Bouncing  Bill"  and  the  nice 
Heldreths . 


/0 


